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in  our  hotel.  That  experience  was  most  funny.  I  was  ushered  to  room  49  by  a 
porter  who  apparently  knew  what  he  was  doing  but  when  he  tried  to  open  the 
door,  behold  it  was  locked  !  Thinking  of  course  the  key  was  at  the  desk  he 
flew  down  and  procured  one  and  then  with  French  dignity  -  unlocked  the  door  - 
I  heard  something  fall  but  concluded  it  was  my  self  respect.  He  opened  the  door 
and  with  a  graceful  bow  was  about  to  turn  on  the  lights  when  we  both  saw  a 
woman  peacefully  sleeping  in  bed.  "Pardon,  Madame"  (  this  from  the  porter  ) 
and  off  we  went  -  well  -  to  shorten  the  tale  I  was  tucked  off  in  the  most 
undesirable  quarters  on  the  fifth  floor  of  the  Albany  -  where  I  knew  I  should 
stay  not  quite  by  myself  but  due  to  the  lateness  of  the  hour  was  willing  for 
anything  that  answered  for  a  bed.  Thinking  I  should  not  see  my  baggage 
until  the  next  day  I  went  to  bed  partly  clothed  and  long  long  after  my  baggage 
arrived  also  mall  to  the  extent  of  five  letters. 

The  next  A .  M.  some  judicious  fuming  and  foul  looks  procured  proper 
quarters  for  us  and  we  are  comfortably  quartered  in  communicating  rooms. 


